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The moon had left her realm to the stars, 
that like watchful sentinels looked out up-| 
on the night, as she sat shrouded in her! 
robe of shadows, filling the air with sounds! 
of re pose, and pouring “over the w eary eye-| 
lids of the laborer and the captive the hon-| 
of slumber. The lights, one by)! 





evdew 


one, bad disappeared from ‘the different! 
windows of the chateau, even from those) 
of the indefatigable Cardin: il, a taper r alone}ii 
es its feeble glimmer through the| 


tice of the ante-reom ;—from all save)! 

liose of the royal apartments and of Mad-! 
eleine. Shestill kept her lonely vigti with! 
u mind tortured w ith the most intense anx-| 
ety and deepest suspense. The clock 
struck one, and the sound which seemed)| 
fe ‘arfully hollow as its reverberations rolled), 

back through the lonely woods, had not; 
vet died away, when she heard a low! 
knock at her door. It was not till a voice 
said, ‘ Devigne is my watchword,’ that shel 
drew the bolts aud opened it. A pagel 
stood without, wearing the royal livery. 
‘Delay not to admit me, lady,’ said he, 
‘for what I have to say must be briefly 
spoken. 

She stood aside for him to enter, W ho 
secured the door before he again spoke. 

‘Do you know,’ he then said, ‘that your 
brother and the Chevalier Devi igne, hold 
their lives only on the speed of the latter's 
horse ?’ 

‘I do,’ she replied. 

;wW ould you save them, had you the! 
power?’ 





‘You do but mock me by asking thellwreath that had bound them. 


question.’ 

‘ There is one chance for them, and only; 
one. Go to the King, and beg their liv es 
ef hin,’ | 


1 


‘Tt will bali nothing. ‘The King no 

longer reigns, and he who does, is inexo- 
rable.’ 
‘You are mistaken. Lonis has not yet 
‘entire sly resigned the reigns of government 
‘to his haughty minister. He moreover 
lov es your brother, and connived at De- 
vigne’s plan of att empting to release him 
wom prison. Had it not been so, he could 
not have found egress to-night from the 
‘chateau.’ 

‘ And vet he permits him to be pursued.’ 

‘He could not openly oppose it. 

‘And you call hima King. What chance 
have L of success ?’ 

‘ Look i in your mirror, lady—?é will tell 
you. 
| Madeleine partly understood the mean- 
ing of the page, and the quick blood for a 
moment flushed ler brow and deepened 
ithe crimson of her cheek as she turned 
|haughtily away. 

‘At what hour,’ said she, again turning 
towards him, ‘ may I seek the King’s pres- 
lence ?’ 
| ‘You must go now. Uneasy thoughts 
still keep him from his pillow, and at an 
jearly hour he will be away at his favorite 
amusement of hunting.’ 

‘Can you not take a message from me to 
him? ?” 
| ‘Pardon me, lady, that will not do— 
'You must venture at once to his presence. 
itt is your only chance of success. The 
King has an unconquersble antipathy to 
lany thing that threatens to give him trouble 
leither of body or mind.’ 

‘ Be it as you will—l am ready to go.’ 

‘if I] might presume to advise,’ said the 
page, ‘I w ould say, plead for your brother 
only—speak nat of Devigne, De Rouber- 
val’s safety will insure his.’ 

She began hastily to gather up the bright 
tresses, which before the entrance of the 
|ipage, she had half loosed from the rosebud 
He checked 





her. 

‘ Better thus,’ said she. 

The page’s hand was on the latch, when 
the thought. flashed into her mind, ‘ Why 
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is this boy so interested for my brother’s'iof his late father in one of his sunniest 
safety?’ and she half suspected that some moods, lit up his own, while he uncon- 
sinister design was lurking under this show!/sciously murmured, drawing a comparison 
of anxiety for his fate. She laid her hand rom one of his favorite sports just alluded 
on his arm to prevent him from opening the jto, ‘Clara d’Hanteturt is a bird scarcely 
door as she abruptly asked him the ques-jworth snaring, compared with this.’ The 
tion, ‘Why de you care for my brothers” \voice, but not the words, met Madeleine's 
His large dark eves grew more lustrous ear as she raised her eyes to his with a look 
as he turned them full upon ker, and said, jof earnest appeal. ; 
‘ Did not your futher, thougha Frenchman,|| ‘Rise, fair girl,’ said he, extending his 
dwell in Spain.with his bride of tiat coun-|hand to assist her, Sand reveal your wishes.’ 
try? Was not your brother born there || Gaining courage by his condescension, 
Yes, he is a son of that bright, heroie land |\she eloquently deseribed the unhappy sit- 
My father dwelt near yours, and yourjuvation of her brother, and implore d- his 
mother’s white hand has often roved ca-\mercy in his behalf An expression of 
ressingly among the curls that clustered trouble and perplexity succeeded bis bland 
darkly round my young brow, when shej|ismile, for thoughts of the Cardinal obtrud- 
found me playing by the fountain’s brink |ed themselves upon him, and he felt that 


that gushed forth among our hills. The/his independence of mind and freedem of 


ties of country bind me to him, lady — jaction were gliding from him hike the 
There may be those that are dearer—none jstream that rolls on to be whelmed in the 
holier.’ jocean. While gazing on the beautiful 


‘Go,’ said she; ‘T will follow you.’ |Madeletne, a wish for unfettered power 
The only light to guide them was the|revived, and crushing down the theaghts 


lamp borne by the page,and when he sud-|of what might accrue in consequence of 


denly threw open the door of the apart-jventuring to thwart his minister's will, he 
ment where the King sat absorbed in jreselved to grant the request of the lovely 
thought, in a luxurious fauteuil, the glare||pleader on a condition, which, bending his 
of the many lights burning in the sconce ofjiips to her ear, he whispered in words 
burnished silver, caused Madcleine to has-|scareely above his breath. A flush of min- 
tily veil hereyes with her hand. Waitingigled shame and resentnent spread from 
a moment for her to become accustomed tojthe cheeks to the brow and neck of Made- 
the strong light, the pege waved his hand eine, and then turning very pale, she rose 
for her to enter, then closing the door with-jlanguidty from the seat where Louis had 
out noise, he placed his lamp on a table|placed: her, and turned to depart. 

and fell back into a remote corner of the} ‘What! not even deign to answer me?’ 
dusky ante-room, isaid fre. 

Very different was the appearance of the!) ‘Why should 1?) My brother ean die.’ 
apartment where Madeleine now stood,|) ‘Gothen, now,ifyou will. Iwillspeak 
from that of the Premier’s, to which she|to you.on the subject again, to-morrow, 
liad been summoned a few hours preced-||\when } return from the chase.’ 
ing. Louis, who had designed the chateau} *O, now—now,’ said she, ‘say that my 
at Versailles as a refuge from care and thebrother is pardoned.’ 
formality and state he was obliged to sub-|| ‘Not now. Think on whatI have said, 


mit to at the palace of St. Germains, care-||before we meet again.’ 








| 


fully excluded from the apartments appro-|| Madeleine left the apartment, and the 
priated to himself every token of business. page, emerging from his dim recess, took 
The walls were hung with tapestry en-|up the lamp, and preeeded ber. 
riched with gold, and representing his fa-|| ‘Lady,’ said he, when they had arrived 
vorite amusement of hunting; while sev-lat the door of her own room, ‘you have 
eral snares of different kinds for taking|thrown away your brother’s life. A little 
birds, some of them of his own invention,'dissimulation would have saved him.’ 
(ird-catching being the amusement hej) ‘FE scorn dissimulation.’ ; 

prized next to hunting,) together with a) ‘But a life! your brother’s life !—the 
silver bugle studded with gems, were care-/jlife of Devigne—will not your pride let 
lessly strown overa table of snowy marble,|\you stoop to purchase them? Think well 
which sat beneath the sconce, whose pol-jjon the subject before you again see Lonis.’ 
ished surface reflected back the strong light|| ‘It wi!l be a long day before I again see 
which fell upon it, with sofiened radiance. him,’ she replied, as she closed her door. 
He had not heeded the opening of the door,| Her resolution was at once taken. She 
and Madeleine was before him with bend-||placed writing materials upon the table, 
ed knee, ere he was aware of her presence.||and wrote the following note to the Queen, 
Surprised and delighted at the sight of a))Anne of Austria, then at St. Germains. 
young creature of such rare beauty, a smile,||* Madame : 


such as might have brightened the features|| The daughter of Theresa de Castro, now 
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no more, whom you honored with yourf 
friendship before you became Queen ofS 
France, entreats an interview with you to-! 
morrow. 

Determinmg te be the bearer of it herself, 
she seated herself by the casement, and| 
impatiently awaited the appeseans e off 
dawn. At length, faint streaks of light 
began to ‘lace the severing clouds’ in the} 
eust—the signal for the hunismen to be! 
astir. HKager forthe anticipated sport, they, 
wasted no unnecessary time in preparation, | 
and when Madeleine bekeld them sweep! 
down a winding avenue, the King at their! 
head, which led into the deeper recesses) 
of the forest, she breathed more freely.—| 
She left her apartment without noise, and) 
had proceeded only a short distance, when) 
she met the page who had conducted he r! 
to the presence of the King. | 

| 


‘Why not attending your master?’ -she| 
enquired, 

‘1 wished to remain at the chateau,’ he! 
replied, ‘and he,»ermitted another to take! 
my place.’ 

*You say that you love my brother, -and| 
would save his life. If so, aid me te see 
Anne of Austria. My palfrey is in the; 
stable, and you doubtless have a horse at) 
your command. Will you be my escort to! 
St. Germuin’s ?’ 

‘7 will, yet I fear yours will preve a) 
bootless errand.’ 

‘TI shall be ready,’ said she, ‘in five min-| 
utes,’ as she turned to leave him. 

‘You shall not wait, be replied. 

The household, now at ease by the de- 
parture of the King, were indulging in| 
somewhat protracted slumbers, except the} 
laborious Cardinal. He was already at is) 
table, dictating to his pages or oce meee’ 
noting down something himself, which he 
did nat care to trust to ase vond person.— 
The lamps which had been relit to aid the) 
imperfeet light when they resamed their} 
tasks, began now, as the east putona rud-| 
dier glow, to ‘pale their inefiectaal fires.’ 
Al was in readiness within the five min- 
utes. 

‘It is time that we were gone,’ said the 
page, ‘for when the first sunbeam darts 
through the lattice, the Cardinal will re- 
jease his attendants, and may be come forth 
himself to breathe the fresh air.’ 

Madeleine made no reply, but sprang 
lightly to the saddle, and as she was ac- 
customed to ride at an early hour, the sen- 
tinel suffered them to pass unchaller rged. 
Their journey was prosperous and expedi-|) 
tious, and Madeleine was su fortunate as 


to have her note delivered immediately to}, 


the Queen, who without delay granted her 
the desired interview. Anne, who wa: 
pleased and interested with her appea 


“were accustemed to seek repose. 


measures to ensure her safe conduct into 

pain, but in reference to her brother, 
‘there,’ said she, ‘I have no power. Even 
the King, though Lam certain he desires 
his escape, will not venture to countermand 
an order of the Cardinal, unless urged by 
some strong personal motive, and if one 
existed, added she with a faint smile, 
‘you yourself have destroyed it. The 
most that I can do, should be by the assist- 
ance of his frie od make his escape from 
prison, will be to render his flight into 
Spain less dangerous.’ 

The Queen kept her word, and Made- 
\leine was so fortunate as to meet her guar- 
dian, then on his way to Versailles, where 
= imagined she still remained at a hostel- 

y, Where she and her attendants had stop- 
pe ‘d fur refreshments the first day of their 
journey.’ She was, moreover, cheered by 
the rumor that her brother had certainly 
escaped from prison, and subsequently a 

note was put into her hand by a person 
who was gone ere she had time to peruse 

it, which instructed her to stop at a certain 
inn after passing the boundaries of France. 
i|where she would meet those whom shi 
mest desired to see. 

On the Spanish side of the Pyrenees, in 
a decent looking iun overlooking a narrow 
mule-path, lights might have been seen 
moving by the few small windows ,at a 
much later hour than when the inmates 
Near a 
brisk fire, rendered grateful by the cold 
mountain air, sat Made leine, and at a little 
distance from lier, were several females 
busily employed in various culinary pre- 
parations. Her guardian, a fine looking 
Spanish gentleman, who appeared to have 
passed the verge of middle age, was trav- 
ersing the apartment, while several per- 


sons, some of them wearing the livery of 


Anne of Austria, were gathered into a cor- 
ner by themselves, and were discoursing 
with great vivacity concerning the difticu!- 
ties and perils of their recent journey. A 
full moon rendered objects without dis- 
tinetly visible, and frequently the Span) 
gentleman paused at a window comma d- 
ing a view of the descending path, casting 
thence armxious glances. Madeleine watch- 
ed his countenance, but forbore to make 
any enquiry relative to what was passing 
in his mind; fearful, perhaps, that what- 
ever he might be able toss ry in reply, would 
heighten rather than diminish ber already 
agonizing suspense. He at length, looked 
lat his watch. 
‘It is now nearly midnight,’ said he, 
‘and your brother and the Chevalier, ac- 
‘cording to the note you received so myste- 


r-liriously, should have been here by sunset 





if cannot help fearing— But here !: 
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‘she wrapped her Cloak about her and went 


‘you for your money and jewels, him for 


‘eleine, full of that deep and touching grat- 


‘It was resolved, in the language of history, 
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Female Labor. 





checked himself, observing the pill wads Give 


agitated countenance of Madeleine. | 


Her solicitude had now become ne: 
insupportable, and rising from the rudel| 
bench which supplied the place of a chair, 





forth imto the open air. She held her 
breath to listen for the song of the mulet- 
eer, mingled with the wild jingling of his 
bells, as it came wafted by on the breeze. 
Again the silence was so deep andso long 
that she began to fear what she had heara 
must have been the illusion of an excited 
imagination. Once more the breeze awoke, | 
and a louder burst of song, and a wilder 
jingle of bells was borne down the steep| 
mountain pass, and on attaining a bleak, 
summit, a picturesque group, rising in dark 
relief against the midnight sky, could be} 
dise erned slowly advancing. Though the! 
time seemed long to Madeleine, it was in! 
reality but a brief space ere the party halt- 
ed before the inn. She bounded “forward 
as she saw one of the number hastily alight, 
and the next moment she was in her broth- 
er’s arms. 

‘Dearest sister,’ said he, ‘I ‘am at Jast) 
safe—for which [ must thank you, the) 
Chevalier Devigne, and our fair Queen: 





his vigilance, skill, and courage, and her 
for putting my pursuers upon a fatse track.) 

The Chevalier stood near, and he felt! 
more than rewarded for all the trouble and, 
danger which he himself had incurred, 


when he met the beaming glance of Mad- 





itude which ever gushes up so purely and) 
warmly from the young and loving’ heart. 
One cloud alone cast its gloom over their: 
happiness. They could not but lament the| 
fate of the Duke de Montromency. Re- 
gardless of his former services, it was in| 
vain that all France sted to the inflexible 
Richelieu for an amelioration of his doom. 
to make an example cf the bravest, most 
generous, and most amiable mar. of France,| 
and the Marshal was condemned to death 
by the parliament of Thoulouse.’ 





For the Ladies’ Pearl. 
SONG. 


BY C. THERESA CLARKE. 
The swan, upon the moon-lit lake, 
May plume its silver wing ; 
The wild bird, in the silent brake, 
A mournful chant may sing : 


The maiden in her father’s hall, 
May trill some olden lay ; 
Yet shepherd-boy, on cottage wall, 





Can pipe as well as they. 





|Of dear-bought pleasures, 


me tite life the iiephiond boli: : 

I'd never ask for more, 

Than the breezy mountain- Lave he treads, 
Sweet rest, when toil was o’er. 


Fresh waters from aifection’s well, 
With health’s unseévered dream, 
And fountain hearts with mine to swell 
» >hh) = « ' 
In one coul, gushing stream ! 


Peace! peace! Thou art a stranger here.; 
The hum and ceaseless round 

early care 

Are with thy votaries feund. 


The city hath no charm for me ; 
Far, from the haunts of men, 
In nature’s first simplicity 
My soul would seek the glen 


W here orisons to heaven arise, 
More pure than mountain air; 
And from above, the deep blue skies, 
Smile on a scene’so fair! 
Springfield, Mass., Sept. 18, 1840. 








The Essaytst. 





For the Ladies’ Pearl. 
FEMALE LABOR. 

Mankind are doomed to labor. The sen- 
tence has gone forth, “In the sweat of thy 
face shalt thou eat bread, until thou return 
junto the ground;”’ it has-been executed 
upon all preceding generations, and it 
comes down to us with its original severi- 
ty. Whether this be called a law or an 
evil of our nature, it is necessary and none 
the laborious 
would not, and the idle eannot, for to them 


can successfully evade it ; 


life itself is labor. 


Labor may be classed under two heads, 
Mental and Manual ; and each of these in- 
clude numerous classes under them: thus 
all are laborers, and it il) becomes the 
children of Adam to despise their fellows, 
or murmur against thiscommon law; for 
itis in good keeping with the other fea- 
tures of human nature. Labor is not de- 
rogatory to the dignity of man or woman’; 
it cannot degrade intellect nor hide merit : 
on the contrary, it promotes physical and 
intellectual vigor; it prevents dejection 





and gleom,-and gives buoyancy and. ¢lasie- 
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city to the spirits; it fits mankind to dis-|jas that of male: not that woman should 





charge the duties of their stations and eon-; 


f 


fers happiness and satisfaction. Who bet-| 


assume the garb and hardihood of man and 





lperform the reugher parts of labor; for 
ter answers the end of existence ? He who|'there is enough te do without overstep- 
cheerfully performs his daily task, or he| ping her proper sphere of action. The in- 
who lives on others’ earnings? Who is)struction of youth.is her peculiar province 
happier, she who wastes her time on use-|and is the pleasantest dnd noblest task to 





less gewgaws, or she who labors for a live-| which she can turn her attention. From 
lihood? Who are the better qualified tol/her nature and situation, woman is better 
discharge the responsible duties of their|\qualified to superintend the developement 
sex, the factory girls and domestics of ourlof the youthful mind than man, and those 
villages, or the “lace girls” of our cities?||have sadly mistaken their interest whe 
Which could better brook misfortune andjhave not given her the preference. 

want? Who tastes the most unsullied hap-|| 


There are other departments of labor, 


piness,the female operative over her loom, | which man has monopolized, which wo- 
or the belle who never tandles rougher)... might fill with far better grace and 
materials than silksand laces? Who evin-||ropriety. Send men to the fields, to an- 
ces the greater talent,the girl who admires) or the pressing demands of agriculture. 
the texture of an article, and wonders at and leave the tending of shops, making of 
its construction, or she who made it?—| clothes, and counting of money to woman; 


F re > feeling i sensibili-)| sek Ot oes 
Where dwell moral feeling and ps 4: '"\she as the “weaker vessel. requires in- door 
y; the heart tha sits < ecital of) : 
ty ; the heart that melts atthe reeits labor, while health and nature call man to 


jiuman suffering, ¢ oves to.its relief, . . 
man suffering, and moves toits r ‘labor in the open air. At all events, let 


rs the idle or the industrious ; Let ob |not labor be despised; it is honorable.— 
servation answer, and put fashion to the) so: not 4 


false ideas of honor and dignity 
blush. 


gain prevalence. Let not casrr and dis- 
x . © oF » 4 ‘* 
The noblest epitaph that Roman genius) tinction be tolerated; they are incompati- 





could inscribe on the tomb of female worth)lbp}e with free institutions. D. 
was, “ She staid at home, and span wool,” | 
and history shows that all nations have es-| For the Ladies’ Pearl. 
Le a > e >} “4 } ~t ,O- rh 
teemed and preferred the industrious w LINES, 


aan tothe luxurious.and idle one. Read! 
: BY MRS. C. ORNE. 
the tale of the chaste:Lucretia. When the 


Written a few days after the demiseof Em- 


rival champions posted to Rome to test ; 
ily **** who died ut the age of 19. 


the relative merits of their wives «by the 
occupations in which they found them en- ‘Her grave was ina bright and sunny 
spot, near the. borders of a beautiful lake, 
and in sight of the beloved home where 
she had spent her brief but happy life. 


gaged, Lucretia was ‘found spinning with 
d:er domestics, and her husband bore away 
the palm of victory. | Experience justifies 
the assertion, that few great characters 
have been nursed in the lap of laxary.— 
True, there have been those who have 
risen above the trammelling influence of | , 
riches and sought immortality by their penedes: ae: the ling’ring light departs, 
pens; but they are few in comparison with’ That sheds its glory o’er thy early grave. 


the great mass of scholars who have plod-|Spring's first fresh verdure-o’er the turf 


We'll think of thee, dear sister of our 
hearts, 

When morning sunbeams glance upon 
the wave, 


ded their way to the summit of the temple was spread, 
of fame, through poverty and without pat-| And young, green leaves danced lightly 
ronage, whose hands have administered to on the spray, i 


their support. 








And a few lonely flowers their fragrance 
The field of female labor is as extensive shed, "4 
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When we consigned thee to thy kindred 
clay. 


And ever when the Spring's warm smiles 
return, 
Awaking life and bloom where’er they 
fall, 
Will they, unsealing Mem’ry’s sacred. urn, 
Mournful,yet treasured thoughts of thee 


recal. 


We'll think ofthee, when friends and kin- 
dred meet, 
For then thy -voice was wont to blend 
with ours, 
In sweet, clear tones, as when the Spring- 
birds greet 
The early dawn amid their woodiand 
bowers. 


And when light footsteps on the threshold 
bound, 
Unconsciously we oft shall raise the eye, 
And start with throbbing pulse as at the 
sound 
We deem, Gne moment, thou, thyself, 
art nigh. 


The sweet dream fleets away, and Mem’- 
ry’s light 
Shoots through the riven heart with 
lightning gleam, 
Though o'er the grave that veils thy form 
from sight 
Hope sees the bow of promise brightly 
‘beam. 


Farewell! Serene will be thy dreamless 


rest 


jabroad, and he lives more among temp- 
‘tations, which hardly permit the affection 
| hat is following hin perhaps over half 
the globe, to be wholly unmingled with 
anxiety, till the time when he comes to 
relinquish the shelter of his father’s root 
for one of hisown. Whilea good daugh- 
ter is the steady light of her parent's 
house. Heridea is indissolubly eonnect- 
ied with that of his happy fireside. She 
is his morning sun-light, and his evening 
star. The grace, and vivacity, and ten- 
derness of her sex have their, place in the 
mighty sway which she holds over his 
spirit. The lessons ef recorded wisdom 
whichhe reads with her eyes, come to 
his mind with a new charm as they blend 
with the beloved melody of her voice. 
He scarcely knows weariness which her 
song does not make him forget, or gloom 
which ts proof against the young bright- 
incss of her smile. She is the pride and 
|ornument of his hospitality, and the gen- 
ue nurse of his sickness, and the constant 
agent in those nameless, numberless acts 
of kindness, which one chiefly cares to 
have rendered because they are unpre- 
‘tending but all-expressive proofs of Jove. 
‘And then what a:cheerful sbarer is she, 
and what an able Jightener of a mother’s 
cares! what an ever present delight and 
triamph toa mother’s affection! Oh how 
little do those daughters know of the pow- 
er which God has committed to them, 
and the happiness God would have thei 
enjoy, who do not, every time that a pa- 
rent’s eye rests on them, bring rapture to 
a parent’s heart. “A true love will almost 
certainly always greet their approaching 
steps. That they will hardly alienate. 
But their ambition should be, not to have 
ita love merely, which feelings implant- 
ed by nature excite, but one made in- 


| 
| 
| 
' 


In this green spot, for gentle hearts are!itense, and overflowing, by approbation of 


near, 
Who the cold turf that lies upon thy breas! 


Will oft bedew with fond affection’s tear. 


worthy conduet; and she fs strangely 
blind to her own happiness, as we}! as un- 
dutiful to them to whom she owes the 
most, in whom the perpetual appeals of 
parental disinterestedness do not cal} 


A Goop Davueuter.—A_good dangh-|itorth the prompt and full echo of filial 
ter!—there are other ministries of loveldevotion.—J. G. Palfrey. 


more conspicuous than hers, but 
none in which a gentler, lovelier spirit 





SENTIMENT.—How much fine senti- 


dwells, and none to which the heart’s)\ment there is wasted in ourstrange world! 
warm requitals more joyfully respond.—||[ have seen.a young lady in raptures of 
There is no such thing as a comparativeliadmiration over a flower which was to 
estimate of a parent’s affection for one orjdeck -her hair in the ball room, who 
another child. There is little which he|would turn away with a look of loathing, 
needs to covet, to whom tlre treasure of a)from the proffered kiss of her baby broth- 
good child has been given. Buta son’sjer; and I have heard lovely lips ail 


occupations and pleasures carry him more'wreathed in smiles, and breathing tenes 
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df joy over a pretty shell, a shining in- 
sect, or even a gay ribband, say cold and 
cruel words to the best friend, ay, the 
mother, who was wearing her life out to 
promote the happiness of her ungrateful) 
daughter. 








fRoral Tales. 








From the Leudéi Metropolitan. 
THE TREE OF DEATH. 


BY ELIZA COOK. 


Let the king of the grave be asked to tell 
The plant he toveth best; 
And. it will not be the cypress tree, 
Though ‘tis ever the churchyard guest ; 
He will not mark the hemlock dark, | 
Nor stay where the night-shade spreads;| 
He will not say ‘tis the sombre yew, 
Though it spring o'er skeleton’s heads ; 
‘He will not point to the willow branch, | 
‘Where breaking spirits pine beneath, | 
For a brighter leaf sheds deeper grief, 
And a tairer tree is the tree of. Death. | 
But where the green rich stalks are seen, | 
Where ripe fruits gush and shine, 





Then a health to the hemlock, the cypress 
and yew, 
The worm hiding grass and the willow 
wreath, 
‘For tho’ shading the temb, they fling not 
a gloom 
So dark as the vine, the Tree of Death. 


For the Ladies’ Pearl. 

THE SLIGHTED WARNING. 
How strange a thing is woman’s love! 
‘Once really won, it is never lost. It may 
be slighted, abused and ‘injured, yet it 





lee . . . 
jilives on, and rises, like a phenix, fresh 


‘and strong, from the ashes of its own de- 
‘molished ‘hopes. She may suffer the 
most grievous ills; her tiny strength may 
fail and death may close the tragedy, yet, 
even from beneath the last fold of the 
falling curtain, will the love of her torn 
heart beseen. The incident here snatch- 
led‘ from oblivion’will illustrate the truth 
of this remark. 


| ‘ ° * yy" . . 
‘This, this,’ cries he, ‘is the tree for me—|, Caroline Williams was an interesting 


The vine, the beautiful vine; | 
1 crouch among the emerald leaves, | 
Gemmed with the ruby grapes ; 
I dip iny spear im the; poison here, 
And he is strong that escapes. 
Crowds dance round with satyr bound, 
Till my dart is hurled from its traitor | 


sheath ; 


When I shriek with glee, no friend to me! 


| 


Is so true as the vine, the Tree of Death. 


O, the glossy vine has a serpent charm, 
It bears an unblest fruit; 

There's a taint about each tendrilled arm, 
And a curse upon its reot ; 

Its juice may flow to warm the brow, 
And wildly lighten the eye, 

But the frenzied mirth ofa revelling crew | 
“Will make the wise man sigh ; 

For the maniac laugh, the trembling frame, 
The idiot speech, and pestilent breath, 

The shattered mind and blasted fame, 
Are wrought by the vie, the Tree of 

Death. 


Fill, fill the glass, and tet it pass ; 
But ye who quaff, O think 
That even the heart which loves must 
loathe 
The lips that deeply drink ; 
The breast may mourn o’er:a close ink 
torn, 





And the scalding drops may roll ; 
But ’tis better to mourn o'er a pulseless form 
Than the wreck of a living soul. 





girl. She could net be called the rival 
of the Venus de Medici; nor was she like 
ithe heroimes of the novelist, the personifi- 
cation of every charm that adorns the 
“human face divine.” But she was in- 
teresting. There ®as something in her 
fine, open, laughing countenance and in 
the clear expression of her large black 
eyes, that was irresistibly bewitching, and 
like the fabled charm of ancient magi- 
cian, it insensibly secured her the affee- 
tion and regard of the beholder. 

Caroline had long known and loved 
Charles Rogers; and he loved or profes- 
sed to love, the charming Caroline. He 
was a young man of respectable connex- 
‘ions, good education, fine parts, and was 
‘engaged in a profitable and honorable 
‘business, and thus far there could be no 
real objection to their union. 


But keen eyed report, ever busy and 
prying into others’ affairs, whispered 
strenge and painful hints of Charles.— 
Now, he was said to indulge the secret 








‘doubtful condition at alate hor r, from the 


bottle, and anom he was seen reeling in 
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village club. His friends, however, and 
Caroline among the rest, wished it other- 
wise. As they wished, they believed, and 
«goon persuaded themselves that Charles 
was blameless, and common report mis- 
taken. 


upon its bosom, may find a grave where 
they expected pleasure and safety.” 

“Mother! you alarm me! Do you re- 
ally believe Charles to be a drunkard? 
I am distressed. We, as you know, are 
‘|to be married in a month, and oh! what 
shall I do?” and overcome by the violence 
‘Caroline. She was a mother, and pos-|°f her emotions, she fell, sobbing vio- 
sessed that lynx-eyed wetchfulness for /ently, on her mother’s bosom. 


‘the happiness of her child which ever 7 Be calm, my daughter,” replied Mrs. 
\Williams, “] am satisfied! that these 


foul reports about Charles are too true.— 
I regret being foreed to believe so, but 


the instinctive sagacity of a mother, had/O¥t regret will not alter facts, and your 


read the future drunkard in the betrothed pappinnes requires, and it is my wish, that 
cBar child! you defer your marriage until we are all 


Not so, however, did‘the mother ‘6f 








marks the matron whose soul is-alive to 
its maternal responsibilities. She was 
jealous for her daughter’s peace, and with 
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One afternoon, the mother and daugh- 


ter sat together in the parlor at their re-| 


spective tasks, when Mrs. Williams broke 
along and usual silence by saying, ina 
subdued and feeling manner, 


“ My dear Caroline will not be angry) 


if I do a mother’s duty, and express my 
fears of Charles.” 


“What fears, mother?” replied the 
“blushing girl, while her heart throbbed 
violently against her heaving bosom. 


“You know,” continued the matron, 
‘“that:it is said Mr. Rogers drinks. 
Should that be true, alas! my child, for 
your future happiness! It will be de- 
stroyed, and sooner would I follow thee to 
the tomb than to the bridal bed, if*the 
bridegroom were either a drunkard o1 
likely to be*so.” 

The blush deepened on the face of 
Caroline as she timidly inquired, “Have 
you any proof, dear mother, of Charles’s 
guilt? I know his. enemies ch: ~ge him 
with that offence, but he denies it, and | 
cannot—no, I will net, doubt the truth off 
my betrothed !” 


“Have a care, my child,” respondec 
the anxious mother, “huw you trust toc 
implicitly the assertions of men. They 
are too often like the young ice—fair, bu: 
deceitful—and they who trust themselve: 











assured of Charles’s innocence or guilt.” 
“That, dear mother, is a serious ques- 
tion,” said Caroline, recovering her calm- 
ness ; “my word is pledged Charles has 
made-extensive preparation at much ex- 
pense, and I cannot lightly trifle with his 
affections. But [ will decide to-morrow.” 
“True, my child, it is a serious ques- 
tion, and your sacred pledge should not 
be lightly broken, but your future happi- 
ness or ruin is also a serious question.— 
Nor do you’ violate your pledge if, as I 
believe, Mr. Rogers be intemperate.— 
You never pledged to marry a drunkard, 
but the sober and virtuous Mr. R. If he 
has deceived you, his is the guilt, and not 
yours. He is not the man you pledged. 
His character was assumed for a purpose. 
When he appears in his true-character, 
he is no longer the same, and cannot 
therefore hold you to your yow. Let 
your better judgment triumph, my child, 
over your affections, and though the strug- 
gle.may be.painful, believe me, it will:not 
equal the agony of the drunkard’s wife :” 
Caroline made no reply, but hastened, 
weeping, to her chamber ; her mother also 
retired to pray for the success of her ef- 
‘ort for her daughter’s weal. 
That evening,Charles and Caroline had 
. long conversation upon the subject of 
aer mother’s warning, and it need hardly 
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-8he knew not the fearful scene that lay. 
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be said that the lover’s vows and protes-' 


tations were more successful than the) 


mother’s warning. 


Alas, how potent are the spells of the, 
affections! How recklessly they lead) 
their possessors to trample on the plainest 
dictates of their more faithful understand-| 
ings. Urged, by their necromancy, man 
will plunge into evident destruction, per- | 
suading himself, at the time, that it is a) 
perfect elysium; and confiding woman) 
will seek a home in a drunkard’s bosom, | 
full in the face of clear conviction; her 
affections veiling his crime and inspiring! 
a baseless hope of innocency. ‘There are 


*“ Things, which we love with such deep) 


tenderness, 
But, through that love, to learn how much 
of woe 
Dwells in an hour like this.” 
A month passed with the wonted ce- 
lerity of swift-winged Time, and the gay, 
chime of the village bells with their mer- 
ry ding dong, announced the marriage ef 
our heroine to the gaping gossips of the 
quiet town of ———. The old women 
shook their grey heads and muttered in 
ominous tones to themselygs, “Heaven 
forefend thee, Miss Caroline: no good 
ever came from a drunkard’s marriage ;”, 
while the bright-eyed maidens layghed 
and sung 
‘* How sweet to hear those village bells | 


Ding dong; ding dung; ding dong 
“So merrily for a wedding. ‘ 


For three months, the star of conjuga!! 
love shed its belintetk rays upon the hap-, 
py pur. Their dispositions were conge-| 
nial, and peace built its downy nest in’ 
their quiet home. Charles prospered in 
his business, and Caroline secretly tri- 
umphed in the temperance of her husband 
and the falsity of her mother’s charges. 
Indeed, she ceased to fear the truth of| 
those hated suspicions, and clung with 
undoubting tenacity to the hope of a hap- 
py life. Alas! she little thought the ful- 
filment of her mother’s prophecy so near; 








./She could bear no more. 


jspectacle met her feverish gaze. 


\veiled behind the curtain ; tid though un- 
seen, it was there, dark as desolation, 
dreary as the poles, ruinous as the aveng- 
'ers of insulted Heayen. 

One evening, Charles’s return was de- 
layed siieallty late. It was the first 
evening he had spent from home since 
his marriage. Mrs. Rogers sat at her 
lwork- table in evident uneasiness. ‘Fhe 
She. thotight of her 
‘mother’s warning, and a cold chill ran 
|tremblinely over her slender frame. She 
jrose, put fresh fuel upon the fire, arranged 
every thing in the nicest order, and re- 
jsumed ! 1er seat. 


‘cleck struck nine. 


The old church bell tolled ten ; another 
eaten hour passed, and again its heavy 


strokes sent -indefinable terrors to her 


{| % 
heart as it announced eleven o’clock.— 


‘She thought of the happy past and the 
lime gined future of her bridal dreams, and 
then of the mystery of the passing hour. 
Tears, friend- 
ly, gushing, scalding tears, came to her 
relief: they were the first—would they 
had been the last,she shed after the wed- 
ding. 

Soon, a loud knock arrested her ear.— 
Opening the door, a sad and melancholy 


Her 


\Charles was there, but O, how changed! 


It was not the tall manly form she used 
to greet, but a senseless lump borne on 
the arms of two men. She spoke not: 
ilwords she had tiene—but pointing her 
unwelcome visitors to the parlor, they 
deposited their burden on the sofa antl 
departed. 


Poor Caroline! that was a dreadful 
night for her. She neither moved nor 
slept, but sat gazing with tearful eyes, 
and sobs that mingled in pitiful cadence 
with the moan of the night wind, upon 
the form of her unconscious husband.— 
She was watching, with the terrible pic- 
ture of despair, the wreck of her fondest 
hopes—her husband was a drunkard! 





| At last, the slow morning broke in with 
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cheerless beam upon her sorrow, but it for hoi could I live, a drunkard, under 
‘brought no gleam of hope for her. Her) your innocent gaze, It kills me now. I 
husband, upon awakening from his un-|cannot endure it. Once more, dear, in- 
holy sleep, coolly repulsed her kind at-|jured wife, adieu. 

tentions with a silence worse than death.| 
He looked with listless and unmeaning)| 
eye upon the distressed creature before’ this strange episitte. Seizing her bonnet, 
him,.and, as if ashamed of the sorrow he| she rushed out of the house, and ran in 


CuHar_es Rogers. 
Careline’s head grew dizzy as she read 


had created. he rose from an untasted|Vild haste to her mother’s residence, a 
few streets distant. Her mother sat alone 


Il ayr \ j 2 } 
: ; : whenCaroline entered flushed and breath- 
Heavily and tardily the slow :hours of\ ed flushed and breath 


that dreadful morning passed with the)! ; , 
rose hastily upon her entrance, exclaim- 


breakfast, and rushed out of the house. 


ess, Alarmed at her appearance, she 


discensolate wife, and eagerly as ever ex- 
‘ pine 

hausted prodigal Jooked towards the home; sce : : i. 
= “ r - rhe + ps 

of his infamy, she looked for her Charles’s), My dear girl, what @ the matter: 


return to dinner. 


At last, noon arrived—| 
one, two and three o’cleck—but the fuith- °!!ne, as she threw the fatal note on the 
less husband came not. Caroline was in) table, and reeling a step or two, she faint- 
An incipient fever sent its\e4, and would have fallen to the ground 
heated flushes to her brow, and inspired! ut for the entrance of her father, who 
the streams of life with unwonted turbu- Caught her in his arms. 
lence and velocity. Weep, shecould not| A severe fever was the result of this 
now. Her heart was too full, and her) Violent mental excitement. From this, 
sorrows crowded too closely to permit) however, she recovered after many days 
their escape through the lattices of her! of unconscious illness. But she was no 
soul—those friendly channels of relief} !onger the bright,cheerful Caroline, whose 
-shat often drain off the excess of “human|g#y laugh rang merrily in her father’s 
sorrow in floods of scalding tears. halls; pale, @maciated, and spiritless, she 
At last, a bey rapped at the door, anc eemed only as the immaterial shade of 
“brought a note addressed to Mrs. Rodg-| ber former self. Her heart was broken, 
ers. With trembling haste she broke the} aud she rapidly sunk towards the place 
where the weary repose undisturbed but 


“There!” shrieked the phrenzied Car- 


an agon 


y. 
In 


7s 
4} 


seal, and read or rather glanced over its 


thrilling contents. It read thus: 
CAROLINE: 

The scene of last 
night told you the accursed truth: Jam 
a drunkard! 


lam a Jost man. 
Yes, all is over. My old 
appetite is revived by a temptation of yes- 
terday. Yielding to entreaty, I tasted 
one glass, That aroused the slumbering 
fiend within. It clamored for another, | 
‘drank it; another—you know the rest. 


cannot see you again. Shame burns on) 


my brow when | am sober, and my appe-|| 


tite rages like the fires of perdition. | 
feel [ am its slave. My resolution is ta- 
ken: I see vou no more. Ere you read 


J) 


by the greedy worm. 


How kind were the attentions of her 
mother in those days of grief. Every art 
that maternal tenderness could invent, 
was exerted to restore her to cheerful- 
ness. Every want was anticipated with 
a zeal such as nothing but a mother’s af- 
fection could keepalive. An angel could 
not have watched over her with more of 
tenderness and Jove, than did the mother 
of Caroline. 

A mother’s love! How precious !— 
How, alinost, divine! Its odors are sweet- 
‘er than the softest gales of Araby. Its 
‘worth is greater than all the pearls that 





this, I-shall be far from you, It is best; 


‘dazzle the eyes of imperial courts .or 
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*shine unseen beneath theo ocean wave.—| W. as soon as the excitement of dismis- 
Its endurance is beyond the strength of) sing the intruders and disposing of her 
ancient knight. Its power is stronger unhappy son-in-law had subsided. 

than the combined attractions of w ealth'| No one could tell. She had beenseen 
and beauty. How its memory entwines to leave the parlor by one of the servants. 
around the wanderer’s heart! How warm- Her mother, pained and anxious, sought 
ly it greets the guilty prodigal upon his the chamber of her child. Cautiously 
late return to a forsaken home, and what) and silently she approached the door, and 
an irresistible spell it throws round the zently knocked for admission. Ilearing 
path of the wayward child, from the cra- no reply, she entered, and oh! what a 
dle to the grave. True as the needle to) sight for a mother’s eye was there. 

the attracting pole, the heart turns thither) Caroline lay weltering’ in her blood 
in its moment of peril, and even in man-'o7 the floor! She had broken a blood 
hood’s prime, the mind, comfortless and vessel ! The sudden sight of her hus- 
wearied, sings iband was more than her feeble nature 


‘“ Mother! oh, sing me to rest, could endure. The strugglings of her 


I 
As in my bright days departed : ‘wounded soul were greater than her de- 
Sing to thy child, the sick-hearted, 


\bilitated body could resist, and giving 
Songs for a spirit ‘oppressed. | : be REM Top 

west ways the pent up — pluned its wings 
Lay this tired head on thy breast! , he iw] “The wick 
Flowers from the night-dew are closing, and soared to the land where ator cof 


Pilgrims and mourners reposing— \ed cease to trouble, and the w eary are at 





Mother, oh! sing me to rest! \irest. ” 

Take back thy bird to its nest ! } As the passer by crossed the grave-yard 

Weary is young life when blighted | go eka ererry 

Heavy this love unrequited— \\¢ of the village of —-—,, for a few years 
' 


Mother, oh! sing me to rest!” after this event, he aa to be stopped by 
a 


Several months had passed since the|@ tall, thin being with a vacant stare and 
departure of Charles. No communisation strange gesture, who beckoned him to 
had been received from him since the)step aside. Moved by sympathy, he fol- 
note already mentioned, though report, lowed ;. a few steps, and his guide paused, 
ever busy in the spread of evil tidings, ‘pointed to a grave-stone, and uttered ai 
whispered of his degradation in other ‘appalling laugh, On that grave-stone 
places, ] was inscribed the name of 

One fine morning, Caroline stood at | Carouine Rogers. 
the window immelancholy moud, gazing.| The idiot guide was Charles. On be- 
far into vacancy, when an approaching coming sober, after his wife’s death, her 
crowd arrested her attention. Looking:\parents informed him of the fact and man- 
up she perceived it to be a gathering! iner of her death. The shock which this 
round three or four men, who bore a body’ ‘information gave his guilty and enfeebled 
in their arms. Strange misgivings came|nind was too powerful for its endurance. 
over her as the crowd stopped at her fa-|He grew melancholy, sickened, sunk to 
ther’s door. She ran to the passage, and) the last point of life, and recovered—a 
one glance told her the fatal truth. Itjpoor, senseless idiot. 
was Charles Royers, but oh! how alter-| There is “ower” much truth in this tale 
ed! Dirty, ragged, and in a state ofjof sorrow. Names and places have been 
beastly intoxication. She waited not for jaltered, and circumstances varied in some 
a second glance, but starting back has-|slight degree, but the main features of 
tened to her chamber. \the story have their foundation in truth; 

“Where is Caroline?” inquired Mrs./and it is hoped that the ardently attached 
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maiden who reads it, will learn not to\him to other worlds, reveal floods of light, 


nermit her affections to blind her judg- of life _ of saga he would 
. . —_jicease to glory S eness - 
ment, or her reason to slight the warnings |,” ase to giory In his nothingness, to ae 
NG's ay . © ‘knowledge himself the “dark being of 
of faithful and tried friends, for disap-epance.” 
pointed love is better than blighted con-|| 
nubial hope. i! From the London Literary Gaxette. 
{ 
i 


UNRECORDED GRAVES. 


Hopr.—!I am the child of the morning. ‘The tombs of pririces they are found 
f attend the bright spirits of the fairy) Amidst cathedral halls, 
world, and gaze with the eye of the ea-| With gold and marble glittering round 
ale upon the burning sun as it careers on) 5 re high site ven ens ea: 
high. Iam not the offspring of poetry.) 5. , 1 aa hag lange A gi rage wha 
. » : t ‘ “rociaiMing rot yy Wno 28 re. 
although I often flit across the poet's) RA 
bright world. I drink of the streams! 
_ om ‘a ~ | "Ehey of the red right hand, whose fame 
that flow from the rezions of romance.' 70k en is ‘jig — 
ba let nage ° | Uath filled the wondering world, 
and refresh myself among mines of spark~ qui. too sepuiebra! honors elains 
ling rubies that are scattered aleng my!) Ana cleen with b: a 
= And sleep with banners furled— 
i Pies : ae aeiell , 
ape Years wipe pt ee 2 sp ami! A glorious and triumphant band, 
ey “ey bea goon ‘caus will ct the Seat ens the great ones of the land. 
yr { e stake what will cheer him! 
when the faggot blazes at his feet? He \But where are they the nameless dead, 
will answer, Hlorpr! Ask the plague-|) Who since the birth of time, 
striken wretch, whose very touch is con-!'Their life blood generously have shed 
tamination, and the airhe breathes is) In Freedom's cause sublime ? 
poison, what sustains him in his agony ?/Ay, where are they ?—no trophy waves 
He will answer, Hope! || Above their unrecorded graves. 
Without me, fame would lure but few!) 
» } } , py tr ” ore '< ? 
to her blazing temple, for ] cheer them) And Ww here Saag? marty rs, radiant truth ° 
on. When they are weary, I point tiren' : ; ho on the wei PyTes , 
‘ arv age, at } mm 7 VO 
onward; when they slumber, I awake)!" DOsty age, ane plooming youth, 
eae. Have stood baptized with fire ? 
them: and when mists surround them.) ; oF eres» 
and they know not where to tread, I clear Their death songs have gone up to heaven, 
Se y pa » >... || Where are their sacred ashes driven ? 
them away—T] openthe path before them, || 
} i¢= ” roped YMOae ir ry oe wert tl 2. 4 
pe oy rest pace or mr heh i” 0 Ask we the winds ?—the rushing blast 
with my “syren song yroughn ceuentrus)) Hath | Pe eer epee Feet 
, - me : HI ath borne them far and wide ; 
meadows, through groves, and by refresh- Some in the forest's depths are cast, 
inz waters. | Some on the green hill side. 
" : { a is | . 
I have seen the being bereft of me.'O},! if meat fruits might erown such seed, 


hold the dagger in his hand, while his They were a harvest rich indeed ! 


| 


raised arm and bared bosom told his de-| 
termination... I have then returned—I |Your tombs, ye wanderers, who repose 
have whispered in his ear—the dagger) ‘Neath Aftic’s burning sky, 

has fallen at his feet—the glow of health) Rejoicing e’en in life's dear close 
revisited his cheek—he has embraced his|_ For seience’ sake to die 5 

beloved, and shed tears of joy around the |S2y—who to grace your exiled dust, 
home I have thus given him. Think you Hath reared funereal urn or bust? 
that the incarcerted in the dungeon||_ 
broods over nothing but his wrongs v|¥e sleep amid the deserts — 
that he dreams of nothing but revenge?) , E * monte Sa toate fell, 
No, no; I hold my magic glass before Beneath rhe teres sew D 
“Pegs Bt dtl ie iis SAM ge Or nigh the brackish well ; 

ius vision, and the prison Walis €xpand——|| 4 nd but the camel's echoing tread 
flowers bloom in his path—music 18.10 Purrows the light sand o’er your bed. 
his ear—and those he loved he again em-' 7 : 

braces, These are alone for the inno-)7 gazed upon a field of death 

cent. I strenghten virtue—I add new) ‘Where kingdoms had been won ; 
horrors to vice—I forsake the wretched What saw L? The green sod beneatli— 
culprit; he dies notlikeaman. My hab-| Above, the golden sun; 

itation is not in the dark soul of the infi-/ Whilst one proud chieftain bore away 


del, for I would lead him to virtue, puint |The laurels of that blood red day. 
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Rear, rear the cenotaph ;—but no— spent some time in out-door exercise be- 
‘T were better thus to rest, fore its morning meal and task, and the 
Like gems witose hidden glories glow, jone who passes immediately from its 
Deep, deep in Nature's breast, icouch to the breakfast table, and thence 
Than meet the cold and withering sneer ‘to study. Children are fond of early ris- 
Of envy, asking—“ Who lies here ¢ ling, when their natural activity of dispo- 


== === Isitlon and disinclination to remain long 
Che FAoither. 


jin a state of quiet have not been counter- 
jacted by habits of indulgence. 

As much of the day should be passed 
in the open air as the weather will per- 
limit, and as is compatible with those nec- 
essary avocations which call for attend- 
ance within doors. Nor are we inclined 
to limit this out door exercise, in respect 
a ‘ to girls, to the season of summer alone. 
extent suilcient to ensure the health and ‘Though female children, as generally ed- 
activity of the system ¢ Phe consequence incated, may not be able to bear the ex- 
is, that teo many females acquire In in- itremes of heat and cold as well as boys ; 
fancy a feeble, sickly, and languid habit loot, by proper management, they may be 
—rendering them capricious and he!pless, anabled to sustain with as little inconve- 


si iis Parag ate ete a ri “yer nm 
if not the subjects of suffering, during the |nience, the transitions of the seasons. A 
whole course of their lives. 


— ; . jhabitual use of the cold bath, when no 

The bodily exercises of the two sexes |oirenmstances are present to forbid its 
ought, in fact, to be the same. AS It 18 en ployment, while it contributes to the 
imp rtant to secure to both, enjoyment, inealth of the system generally, is an ef- 
both should be permitted, without control, 'factyal means of removing that delicacy 
to partake of the same rational means of \,¢ constitution which renders an exposure 
insuring a continual flow of health end |, cold alike disagreeable and prejudi- 
animal spirits, to enable their systems,to \.ja)—Journal of Health. 
perforin perfectly all the functions of life. ? 


Sinle cg , nat tharefnre nf i 
Girls shoula not therefore be confined to} yr, or Ixsupicrous PUNISHMENT.— 
a sedentary life within the precincts of 


‘Little Charlotte was going out into her 
the nursery, or at best, permitted a short father’s orchard: it was full of violets. 
walk, veiled and defended from every Oh? cries Charlotte, full of joy, ‘what 
clea of sunshine, and from every breath poautifil ietle Gowers! 7 will eather my 
ef air, The unconstrained enjoyment of}, nron fill, and make a nosegay for moth- 
their limbs and muscles in the open air, lap? She immedintely kne t down, and 
without a ligature to restrain the freedom |.) j4h creat industry gathered her apron 
ot their motions, er an ever-watchful eye all. ~ Phen she seated herself naiier an 
to curb the lively joy of their unclouded apple tree,and made a handsome nosegay. 
spirits, is eqnally linportant to their health Here it is” said she; ‘and now I will run 
and well-being, as to one of their brothers. jand convey it to my dear mother. How 

To hone to communicate graceful form che will be delichted to kiss me?” ‘To 
and motions to the limbs of a child, health’: jcrease the pleasure of her mother, she 
and vigor to its constitution, and cheer- crept slyly into the kitchen, took a china 
falness to its spirits, by confinement, belts, iplate, put the nosegay on it, and went on 
ligatures, and sprints, superadded to the}, full leap down the stairs to find her mo- 
lessons of the posture master, is about as ther, — But Charlotte stumbled, fell, and 
rational as would be the attempt to im-|iy;oke the china plate into a hundred pie- 
prove the beauty and vigor of our forestilnos.and seattered her nosegay all around. 
trees, by (ransferring them to the green-itjer mother, who was in the room near 
house.and extending teir branches along)jy heard the noise, and immediately 


an artificial frame-work. 


PuysicaL Epveation or Femates.— 
How often has an anxiety for delicacy of 
complexion in a daughter, or the appre-. 
hension that her limbs may become coarse 
and ungraceinl, and her habits vulgar— 
been the means of debarring her from the 
enjoyment of either air or exercise to an| 





sprang to the door. When she saw the 

jhe first occupations of the day, for/broken plate, she ran back, seized a rod, 
children, should be abroad, for the benefit jand without inquiring a word about the 
of inhaling the morning air. Every per-!imanner in which the plate was broken, 
son who notices the fact, will be struck'came tothe child. Terrified, both by the 
with the difference in the health and/fall and on account of the broken plate, 
freshness of complexion, and cheerfuln#ss|and half dead with the fear of the rod, 
of feature, exhibited by the child who has ‘little Charlotte could only ejaculate, ‘dear 
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mother! dear motiier! But this was o ‘iw ere in the home of his aetna and 
no service to her. ‘You naughty child !Jaround his “ain fireside.” 

said her mother: ‘break a beautiful plate | The division of mankind into families 
will you?’ and chastised her severely.— |is one of the wise orders of Providence, 
This injustice alienated her affections.}and the best calculated for cherishing 
and she never again brought a nosegay |the kinder feelings of our nature. A well 


tu her mother. Kreculated, affectiona te, and virtuous fain- 


\} 
’ 


a lity mmay be considered the best type of 
THe Homes or our AFFECTIONS. the great family of the just made perte et, 
“Ti thou wert by my side, my love, || whic h shall be’ gathered together in that 
My children ou my knee.” : bette r world to which the christian looks 
| iforward, where his spirit sbaj]l dwell in 
the tmimedi: ite presence of Deity,—the 
final howe o7 his affections. 


The heart of Bi Bishop Heber vearned for | 
the home of his aticctions. The fire-fly | 
inay Ulumine the dark and turbid waters 
wround hiinj—the moon may course in| 
splendor throngh the sky,—the voice ol 

| 





Religion. 


inusic may be borne to him from the)! 


shore, —he may be re caied with the odors | THE SABB: AT -BREAKE RS. 

of the sweet smelling flowers,—all na-|Tiat was aa Lour to send iis fudeless 
ture may invite him to contempiation,vut trace . te 

his thoughts are in the home of his af- |Down ine scar sweeping tne, 
fections. The mitre is upon his vrow, | the kurset Sanctuary. 
end the vast regions ct British India own | foregone come, Wallace, we eliall] be late 
his ecclesiastical sway; but he is think-\if we wait longer; the bells are halfdone 


ing of the weicoiwne home of bis wifejand itertd aad | dare say Thornton has been 
the junocent evening pratile of his hit) lover persuaded by some fanatic to go to 
ones, The time for evening devotion|chureh. ii weare not in haste, the tide 
has arrived, for the commuiting them ail )will be out,—-and then away with all sp sort 
to the love of tieir Heavenly Father — for another week: Vin for going now. 
The fond good night, and the light, re- | “Stay, Allen, one moment; you surely 
tiring footsteps sound in his ear, We would sot le ave uoul the hour appointed 
like to look in upon the domestic cirele by yourself for ‘i ‘hornton to be here, Tt 
of distingrished men, especially of those watts five minutes of ten now, and Lam 
who cherish the domentic virtues. We jcertain he will be punctual, for [T have 
can imagine no more interesting sight never knownshin forfeit lus word,—and 
than that of 8 great man unbdending bim- \he gave you his pledge, 
self, and mingling in the little pastimes | “Pledge !” shouted ies “what is @ 
of his children. “I must,” says Sir Thom- pledge good for? For my part I consid- 
us More, “talk with my wife and chat jer no pledge of mine obligatory, when it 
with my children, and | have somewhat jinterferes with my own convenience.— 
to say to my servants; for all these |Look out for number one,’ is mny maxi.” 
things I reckon as a part of my business,} “Anda stisisa iain too,” suid Wal- 
except a man will resolve to bea stranger, lace. 
at home.” “Eis affections and his tein-|| “Selfish or not selfish,” continued Al- 
per,” says his biogr: apher, “continued to | ‘len, *“T care not. “Dis the principle my 
ensure the happiness of his home, even ‘old inan goes upon, and he fluds a faith- 
when his son with a wife, three daugh-, ful diseypie in we, at any rate. But yes- 
ters with their husbands, and a propor-! terday he contracted to furnish a trader 
tionable number of grand-children, dwelt with a cargo of sugar. Half an hour af- 
under his patriarchal roof. ‘iter, he was oifered five hundred dollars in 
Who that has read that most interest- |advance of bis first trade. Lie \ook up 
ing of biographies, Lockhart’s Life of Sir|with the offer, and sent a very poliie note 
Walter Scott, has not admired the do-|/to the tirst purchaser, saying that unfore- 
mestic habits of the first writer of the|/seen circumstances prevented his fuifill- 
age, and felt that it would have been one jing the contract. What do you say to 
of the greatest privileges to have been)jthat, Charley;—a cool five hundred in his 
permitted to mingle, in his family circle.|pocket. Where would lave been your 
When surrounded by the noble and dis-'\piedge then?” 
tinguished, and when fame was covering “I say your master did entirely wrong, 
‘un with ihe greenest chaplets, his thot’sjand is wholly unjustifiable. I am sur- 
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prised, Al ~ :n, to hear you advoente such: ito = wiles of the oui would resist the 
sentiments. If not a desire for the ell temptations to evil whic h abound in our 
will of others, L should at Jeast suppose ylarge cities. And indeed the very first 
your regacd for morality would induce!/steps Edgar Allen had taken in the road 
you to detest such principles.” ito ruin, were under the direction of his 

“ Morality! —Ha, you make a fine }naster, who had invited him to ride on 
preacher of morality, indeed; ont on e2)the Sabbath. He was without religions 
Sabbath breaking excursion, amd preach-j/riends and advisers in the city, and the 
ing moralitv! ‘That’s consistency witha splendor and pomp of city wickedness 
vengeance.” Jiad tirst fascinated him, and although he 

“[T move for the previous question,” would have shuddered at the thought of 
suid a third speake r ©tiere comes/‘eing himself a partaker in it, he could, 
‘Thornton up the Ma ull, punetual to a see-/nevertheless, look upon it in others. He 
ond; and now, fellows, just postpone your|afterwards had ouly followed the path 
discussiou ou morality to a more conve |idecreed as well by truth as poetry— 
nient season, Til be prosy when I can’t! « pe first endured, then pitied, then 
help it; but to-day, at least, I tend to) embraced.” 


act in the spi ite glee, , ie tis 
. the spirit of my favorite gle His course had been step by step in wick- 


“Begone duil care.” Ledness, till from the novitiate and trem- 

“A crony after my own heart, Roberts,” bling transgressor, he now stood as the 

said Ailen—putting his hand u yon the leader of a circle of young men who were 
jast individual’s shoulders —“I really | be-'in a greate’ or less degree committed to 
lieve if you were with me, I should so far|1 course of vice and dissipation, and he 
except the spirit of iny maxim, as to have''would even urge to deeds trom which 
some thoughts of number two.” ‘those who had been his leaders would 

Ina moment the expected individual |have shrun‘, hada less popular comrade 
was present, and Arthur Thornton made |proposed them, or a less energetic char- 
one of the fittle group, numbering five acter pnt them into ex xecution. 
beside himself, on Boston Common.—! The individual whoin Allen at first ad- 
‘Tey constituted a party of pleasure.-- dressed, Charles Wallace, was a genera! 
Allen, the first speaker, was the leader, favorite, but particularly intimate wit! 
and with the rest his opinion usually pas-|Arthur Thornton. The home of their 
sed as law. He was the eldest of the!childhood had been in the same village, 
party; and though not himself twenty | they had been playmates and schoolmates 
years of age, there was something so bold together, and now they had commenced 
and energetic in his tall, finely built frame ‘together a course which was to end wit! 
open and lively countenance, and graceful the most bitter repentance and anguish © 
mein, that he invariably secured defer-)the part of one, and with the destructio:: 
ence, and was looked up to as a_ kind of jof the other. The former had been i 
sovereign among his associates, He was the city longer than the latter, and con 
naturally of a noble and generous dispo-)sequently had taken more degrees in his 
sition, and with the exception of three or course ; for scarcely six months had elap- 
four years he had spent.in the city, he)/sed, since Thornton had left the happy 
had been under religious influence from! dwelling of his widowed mother, and the 
his infancy. Bat it ‘had been his misfor-jltears shed and the advice given at part- 
tune to entera mercantile house, whose ing, was still fresh in his memory. The 
proprietor was an irreligious man, and last words of bis mother to him were, 
who regarded not the moral interests of “Remember the Sabbath day to keep 1 
those in his employ. He was a worldly holy.” We have already more than in- 
man in the most comprehensive sense of\ timated that it was the Sabbath; and 
the term, and virtually lived and practic- when the p roposition had been made to 
ed in the belief that ‘a man hath no bet- him the previous day to join in a fishing 
ter thing under the sun, than to eat, and to pxanrsinn in the harbor on this sacred 
drink, and to be merry.” He was withal .norning, he was astonished, and his feel - 
n Subbath breaker, and invariably, in ings instinctively recoiled from it. But 
pleasant weather, devoted its holy hours,is companions urged him, argued with 
to his own gratification, by excursions in- him by every manner of specious reas- 
to the neighboring cou: atry. Itcould not, oning, and ridiculed his womanish serv- 
be expected, that with such a master, any).ples, until in an unzuarded moment he 
yout), inexperienced and unaccustomed) pledged himself to go. 
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“Now for a line of march to Long! ible tells me so; I with that ie were free 
wharf! Look above you, lads; the sky) trom this iniquitous business, for some- 
is clear and bright, and even the sun) thing seems to tell me this day wi!] not 
looks down and laughs. See the old elm| close so pleasantly as it began. I’m de- 
bow to the whispering breeze! This|termined to break away from Allen’s 
wind will sing a sweeter music through! power, for I know he’!! ruin me if | do 
the snowy s sails, than ever rung its ech- \not ; and even now I feel that [ am not as 
oes through that Temple’s gothic walls! |zood as when I first saw him. [jl make 
Come, hasten boys!” lla resolution once for all, if [ must lose 

Thus saying, Allen took the arm of|his friendship er a conscience which | 
Roberts and set off ata fast walk. Two) feel is right, the sacrifice shal} fall upon 
individuals, who had heretofore maintain- \the former. ” 
ed a conversation between themselves a They crew near to the City Hall, 
few steps from the rest, now. followed, whose piazza was thronged with a crow d 
while Wallace and Thornton fell behind. lof idlers busied about the very honorable 
The party moved through Tremont and jemployment of gazing at every passer, 
Court streets at a rapid pace, each con- -land scrutinizing the appearance of the 
versing with his companion, on such top- ladies particularly. Allen recognized a- 
ies as best accorded with their feelings. lnong the throng one of his cronies, as 
As they moved by Park street church, lappeared from his laconic, “How are you 
the latest members of the congregation Frank !” 
were just entering,—the bell ceased toll-| The accosted answered witha reitera- 
ing, and the organ pealed its heavy notes. ition of the sentence, and continued, 

“I tell you, Charles, I wish [ was with- “But whither away so fast? I had 
in those walls,” said Thornton: “I know |hoped to have you with me to dine at 
['m doing wrong, and were it not for! Brighton. I’ve engaged the finest estab- 
breaking my word, I would not go now.|/ishment in the city, and V’ll give you a 
What would my mother say, if she but) dinner that you'll remember a Y month ;— 
saw me? She’s sitting in her quiet pew,) will you go?” 
and may be even now praying for me,| “I'm in for a chowder, Frank. Can't 
her only son! I do not hike these lyou postpone til] tea. Ill be up at five, 
thoughts, and I would give an eagle if|land then, your most obedient!” 
you | had never mentioned the business toll «Done! Allen !—Meet me at the rooms 
me.” lat five!” 

“Nonsense! nonsense: Arthur, I felt!) «aAye—Frank! I'll be on nand !” 


80 once myself; but a few sails and lus-| ites abba neewe 
cious chowders will take all the bitter a- ee ee Te See 
ed with a sufficient accompaniment of 


~~ ou will then have the sweet to oaths, loose expressions, &c. peculiar to 
; : .. |lsuch young men, which I do not choose 
“But can that be sweet which takes its||;, repeat. As the party again moved on, 
relish from the murdered sense of moral Prank Gray replaced a cigar,—the usual 


right? Iknow that I can never enjoy| appendage of such gentlemen,—which he 
one moment’s pleasure by doing wrong,|\had removed from his lips at their ap- 
unless I first shall put to sleep my Con-|roach, and the smoke again rolled up- 
ecience s—kill its power of telling rightward with as many fantastic curls as if 
from wrong.” from the pipe of a Turkish Sultan. As 

“Conscience is a thing of education,|they moved down State street, almost 
Arthur. You have always lived in ajjdeserted of its passengers, thetr own 
still, country village, where there 1s noth-||footsteps echoing from the opposite 
ing but a school-house and a church, and||buildings caused almost the only noise 
the people think every thing withouti|heard. Wallace and ‘Phorntan spoke 
their wallsis wrong. Youhave been ed-||not. They were deeply in thought upon 
ucated to think so too, and this has made||subjects awakened by their late conver- 
your conscience what it is. Here youl/sation, especially the last remark of 
will learn to have a more liberal view of/'Thornton. A few moments brought 
things. A city conscience and a coun-||hem to the wharf where the boat was in 
try conscience are very different things.” ||readiness, the boatman almost tired of 

“[ begin to think so; but which is|}waiting,—and in a very short period the 
right? I tell you, Charles, I know ’tis||!ight boat was dashing over the white- 
wrong to break the Sabbath, for my Bi-jtringed waves. 














The Subbath-Breakers 137 


—— ee 





The morning was ‘Beauciiud’ The sky|| And knoweit not it is for his life,” 
was clear, and “the sun shone forth in ali!) ‘Thornton rose from the place he hac 
its glory. The loveliness and perfect) occupied, waiked to the bows of the bozt, 
purity of the face of heaven, seemed and with his band upon the mast, h 
formed for one mighty emblem of the) jeaned forward in deep thought, while h 
quiet and peace which should pervade) watched the flashing and foaming of th 
the Christian Sabbath. The company on) wayes as the boat shot through them.— 
board the boat were’ sitting about the! This movement aroused his companiorx 
deck, each with his gaze directed to the from their reveries, and Allen exclaime? 
city they had just left, now receding «Come! away with this mopishnes: 
swiftly from them as the vessel swept)and for some sport. Old Peter will man 
over the waters. None spoke. There) ace tie Sally” without‘all this silence, 
was something so grand in the appear-) 4nd it savors too much of a Quaker meet- 
ance of the moving diorama before them, ing for my taste.” 
with the populons City in the centre of, " 
the scene, the lofty towers of the ehurch- 
e3 mounting up to heaven as if in emblem 
of the use to which their walls were con- 
secrated, andthe pile of buildings sur-,, 
mounted by the noble dome of the State) - 
. while upon the right the sacred 


1 
4 
} 
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At the same moment he drew from hi 
pocket a pack of cards, and the party— 
with theexcepti mn of Thornton, who de 
‘lined joining them, and Wallace wh» 
ooked on—sat down to a game of whist. 
hus employed, they noticed not the 


Louse 
Hou Hight of time, nor the fading away of the: 


them- 


+ 


he ys ont S of Cl iriestow yresente: é 
harles! leg ea re dim outlines of the distant land, At 
selves, and upon the !eft in the distance, 

\ 


were to ba seen the mer rable NOD-; } ae a ee eet eps —_ pare sel 
lands of Dorehester,—that the attention x _ Thee ards sabe 5h oa: hanged for the 
of the Company wae riveted to 1k. Andi sate, sock , and the uncoiled line- 
then the uoholiness of their purpose, 4. trapped — _— blue _— Even 

‘ lhornton persuaded himself to believe 


| J ry ° 
mieht have presented itselfto their minds: |; : $F 
— pi navn hat it were as well to join the amuse- 


5 j + y re lie . 

na now the they were upon the boson . 
eee cal Ry Py Sassen pha “nent, as to be anabettor by his presence: 
of the deep, it would be natural that they 


should not feel the same security in their | 
unhallowed occupation as when they)! 
stood upon solid ground. Such feelings 


fhe hooks were plied d liligently, and th: 
captured fish fast accumulated. The de 
wus entirely forgotten, and each individ- 


4 porn | ; i. ual lost the last accusing feeling, in the 
might have forced upon them the reflec- | 


Ga dhiet show mite uintion then semana Stories, songs and jest» 
1) ey rere view ( 98se scenes - ia . ri . 
ash a tt) ah, Were circulated freely, and the boisterous 
for the last time ;—that He who held the lauch sent its echoes over the waves 
Mug Senet sec s (fes.— 
winds in bLiis hands and gave bounds to \ierviunent litted its voice to heaven. an.! 
the waste of waters, and whose com-\ yy, ¢ ed = 
EPL a unhallowed glances filled each heart. 
mands they were breaking, could and) . 
might in a moment send forth his breath|| How great the contrast between this 
in anger, darken the bright heavens above *cene, and thet of the huinble worshippers 
pi = ry ¥ 
them, wake the ocean from its slumber, ! the tern ple of God. The one bowe:! 
and with the lightning of his wrath dash) 40wn Under the influences of the stil! 
4! 1g 2 Oth } ~ 
their frail bark to atoms, leaving each to) sma!l voice ;—the other upright and reck- 
ST ee A tent Bie de 
buffet and struggle with the merciless|)'@35, 19 the ways of bold transgression. 
waves. Would that they could thus) / he one breathing forth the confessions 
siof sin. : i ers ive- 
have felt, and, yielding to the dictates of Of S', _ humble prayers for forgive 
their better reason, have turned back) "@8S;—-the other sinning with a high 
from their purpose, and thus have averted," d, and. cursing the Godwho had made 
the fate which awaited them! But itis a/them! The one with the tear of contri- 
. > . bey eick)} ve , } . a 
hard thing to turn from wrong doing.—| tion trickling down their cheéks ;—the 
other hardened, and rejoicing in wicked- 


Man takes one step in evil, another and 
ness! ‘To the world the latt Id 
another follow, and if at times conscience, "55 de latter would be 


does lifta warning voice, he places a| pronounced the more happy, and to hn- 
giant in the way of reform, i is frightened|/M@n appearance they were so; indeed, it 
by a false shame of acknowledging him-||i8 often true that the ungodly prosper, 
self to have mene te We « wrong, drowns the!) hile the righteous are cast down ; bit 


course, '|heaven, a count all trials as but a 

pledge ‘of the happiness which shall be 

“As a bird hasteth to the snare, _ ibefeafter. The others live for the: pres- 
}2* 
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ent moment, and when the day of disap-||power was visible in the wrath of the 
pointment comes, the mountain of theirjroaring sea. Oh, the agony of that mo- 
joy shall pass away as frost before the)ment! All felt it, and endured it in si- 
noon-day sun. lent anguish ; Thornton only exclaimed, 

“What’s that noise?” asked Allen,| “Oh, that I had remembered the in- 
abruptly, breaking in upon the midst of a)|junction of my mother, “Remember the 





story. : [Sabbath day to keep it holy !’” 
“What noise >” said three or four at) The distant city now hove in sight, 
once. and every heart leaped with joy; but it 


“.Do you not hear it? it comes like the) was only a momentary gleam of sun- 
distant roar of a cannon. ‘There! it)shine, for thé next instant a lightning 
gounds again!” shaft pierced the waters a few rods a- 

‘Tis thunder,” said old Peter, the head of them, and seemed to dare their 
boatswain, “and there'll bea tremendous) passage of the spot, while instant de- 
squall afore we think on’t, I tell ye! Pm/struction appeared almost certain. The 
always jealous o’ that kind o’ noise.—/cuilty group looked wildly around, and 
And besides, see that are pokerish look- every eye centered upon Thornton, as if 
ing cloud, histing his head above the wa-||from him, the least hardened of them all, 
ter there! That means something, ’m)some good might come. He spoke once 
thinking.” mere, 

During this annunciation, the party! « «Because I have called, and ye refused ; 
had unwittingly drawn their lines into |! jave stretched out my hand and no man 
the boat, and all stood gazing anxiously!|| regarded : , 
in the direction Peter pointed. | But ye have set at nongbt all my counsel, 

“Can we get to the city before the And would none of my reproof: 
storm will reach us ?” asked Wallace. 1 also willlangh at your calamity ; 

“Tm afear’d o’ that,” said Peter, “ but) will mock when your fear cometh ; 

V’ll put the Sally under full sail, and try)|W hen your fear cometh as desolation, 
my best, for that are cloud looks ugly.” yA nd your destruction cometh as a whirl- 

Thus saying, he raised the canvass to|,., — W!nd; 
the breeze, and scated himself at the til-|// en distress and angaish cometh apon 
ler. The boat moved over the waters) —* 3 
like an arrow frm the bow of the archer.) Horror and awful anguish sat npon ev- 
Every eye was fixed upon the rising! ¢ry brow, and flashed from every eye. 
cloud, and every ear listened to the rum-| Hach felt a hell within, and each made a 
bling of the thunder. The sound of rey-|thousand resolutions of reformation, 
elry had ceased, and the voice of con-| Should he reach the shore. But resoln- 
science was once more heard; for when-|tlons made at such a time, are like the 
ever danger is at hand the consciousness) Wind, which before itsform is known, 
of guilt increases in a tenfold degree,—| bas passen away. — 

The cloud grew every moment more!) “Hold of the tiller!” shouted Peter, 
dense and large, the thunder was more! “while I reef the sail. See! a squall has 
distinctly heard, and the play of the fork-|straek the water yender, and ift reaches 
ed lightning began to be visible. The'S before the sail is down, we are lost 
wind increased, and the sea rolled and souls!” 

heaved heavily. Paleness sat upon every!) He had scarcely uttered the words, 
countenance. Each looked upon his fel-, When a peal of thunder burst above their 
low in silence. The sun withdrew his) beads, and at the same moment a flaw of 
light, and the heavens gradually assnined) Wind struck the vessel, and in an instant 
the veil of the tempesi, till its face ap-| She capsized. 

peared awfully terrific. Large drops of] * # * * 

rain began to fall. ‘The wind had in-|| The solemn tolling of bells is again 
ereased almost to a gale, and srained ev-|heard in the city. What means that 
ery thread of the canvass, while the lar-|large concourse of people, moving thus 
board side of the boat was almost sub-|slowly through the street? The old and 
merged, and the sea, which now run fu-| young, parent and child, are there. 
riously, dashed with vehemence against|Three sable biers are borne within the 
her weather side. The power of the Al-walls of yonder house of God. Beneath 
mighty was written in letters of fire upon) those pails are hid the ghastly forms of 
the clouds ; His voice was heard in the Allen, Roberts, and Wallace. And he 
mighty thunder, and the terror of his who follows next the biers,—mark well 
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that form! His brow is clothed with sad-| Historical. 
ness, and his head is bowed with grief. cere = aaaee ee eee 
Of all the band that hailed last Sabbath’ 3|| THE MASSACRE, 








light, with hopes of selfish pleasure, Ar | 7 

thur Thornton only lives! But where the! “When night's dark curtain o’er the world 

missing? They sleep within the ocean’s wae : spread, 

bemers. upon their sea-weed bed, till an Dread murder stalked with giant strides 
4% c 


1 # * # # abroad, 
Tam De Se Nee; ,| And guilty power on, ane the guilty deed. 


Years have rolled on since the funeral) « ° ‘ i. 
dirge was chanted over the graves of this’ ties tyrant’s lash ! 
little band, and the man of God repeated) But dark Breadalbinjurder’s favorite son, 
the solemn service, “Dust unto dust;”) With certain aim, pronounced the race 
yet may the last survivor of the party,|| undone. 
often be seen going out alone, at the still * . * * * 
hour of twilight, to reflect and weep be-| Of strife I see already sown the seed; 
side the tombstones of “Tar SapBatii) { hear full many a pownt chief declare, 
Breakers.—Boston W. Magazine. | That blood alone can expiate the deed ; 
i see grim vengeance yoke his blood- 

stain’d car; 

I sce the copiousstreams ensangnuin’d flow; 
























































* 


























For the Ladies’ Pearl. 
































THE SAVIOR’S PROMISE. ‘IL hear the hills re-echo Scotland's woe.’ 
* Lo, I am with you always, even unto the| Though what is here presaged came 
end of the world.’ terribly to pass in the years 1745 and 
Courage, Christian: canst thou fear 1746, there is little doubt but the govern- 
eaara. aC nent, by a different line of conduct,might 








have prevented al] the miseries and blood- 
shed that ensued. “ McDonald, of Glen- 
coe, having been out one day later than 


Can a dread of ill annoy, 














Gloom for once thy thoughts employ ? 


























Let this promise cheer thy heart, the time prescribed, in making his sub- 
Joy in all thy grief impart, ‘mission to King William, the Earl of 
Sie Gesewer thine. Breadalbin, his private enemy, devoted 

: him to destruction. He represented him 

Warrior, gird thine armor on, lat court as an incorrigible rebel, and a 











ruffian inured to bloodshed and rapine, 
who would never be obedient tothe laws 
lof his country, ner live peaceably under 


Forth against the hosts of sin— 








What though all thy foes engage, 




















Fierce and fiercer battle rage ? lany sov ereign, He observed that he had 
Fear not, I thy strength will be— ipaid no recard to the proclamation ; and 
Lead thee on to victory, iproposed that the government should sac- 








irifice him to the quiet of the kingdom, by 
‘extirpating him, with his family and ‘de- 
pend: ints, by military execution. His ad- 
vice was supported by the suggestions of 
the other Scottish ministers; and the 
Rugged is the way, and steep: ‘king, whose chief virtue was not human- 
I will all thy wanderings keep— ity, signed a warrant for the destruction 
Though thy strength and courage fail, ‘of those unhappy people, though it does 
5 inot appear that he knew of Donald’s sub- 
mission. An order for this barbarous ex- 
ecution, signed and countersigned, by 
his Majesty’s own hand, being. transmit- 
ted to the master of Stair, Se@retary for 


Glorious palm is thine. 











Youthful pilgrim o'er life’s waste, 





On thy heavenward journey haste— 





























Pilgrim, I am with thee still, 








And will bring thee home. 














Aged pilgrim, hear my voice, 



































Sink not now—rejoice, rejoice ; Scatland, he sent particular “directions 

Thou a weary way hast trod, to Livingstone, who commanded the 

Fear not now death's rolling flood ; troops in that kingdom, to put the inhab- 

I am with thee, and will guide itants of Glencoe tothe sword, charging 
‘ 44 





O'éc. the dark, the stormy tide him to take no prisoners, that the scene 
pace y might be more terrible. In the month of 

To eternal rest. Anna. February, Captain Campbell,of Glenlyon, 

Lowell, Oct. 14, 1240. by virtue of an order from Major Dun- 



























































































and children, and, 
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eanson, ae *d into the valley of Gic n- 
woe, with a company of soldiers belong- 
ing to Argyle’s Highland regiment, on 
pretence of levying the arrears of the 
Jand tax, and hearth money. When Me- 
Donald demanded whether they came as 
friends or enemies, he answered, as| 
friends, and promised upon his honor that 
neither he nor bis people should sustain 
the least injury. In consequence of this 
declaration, he and his men were receiv-| 
ed with the most coruial hospitality, aud 
lived fifteen days with the men of the 
valley, in all the appearance of the most 
unreserved friendsiup., At Z nath the fa- 
tal period appro: hed, McBonald and 
Comupneil having passed the day togeth- 
er, parted about seven in the evening, with 
mutual expressions of the warmest al-) 
fection. 

The younger McDonald perceiving thi 
guards doubled, began to suspect some 
treachery, and communicate d his stisyi- 
sion to his brother; but neither he nor! 
the father would harbor the least doubt 
of Campbeil’s sincerity; nevertheless, 
the two young men went forth privately 
to make observations. 
the common soldiers say they liked not 
the work; and that though they weuld 
willingly have fought the McDolalds ot 
thie glen, fairly in the field, they held it 
base to murder them in ceol blood; but 
that their officers were answerable for 
theirtreachery. Whenthe youths hasted 
back to apprize their father of thf im- 
pending danger, they saw the house al- 
ready surrounded, 
charge of muskets, the shrieks of women 


arms, secured their own lives by linimedi- 
ate flight. ‘he savage ministers of ven-| 
weance had entered the old man’s cham- 
ber, and shot him through the head. He 
fell down dead in the arms of his wife, 
who died next day, distracted by the hor- 
ror of her husband’s fate. The Laird of, 
Auchintrinchen, MeDonald’s guest, who 


had three months before this period sub- |! 


mitted to the government,and at this very | 
time had a protection in his pocket, was 
put to ‘— without question; a boy of |g 
eight years, who fell at Cam; pbell’ s feet, 
imploring mercy,was stabbed to the hex ut 
by one Drummond, a subaltern oficer.— | 
Eight and thirty persons suffered in this 
manner, the greatest part of whom were 
surprised in their beds, and hurried into)! 
eternity before they had time to implore; 
the divine mercy. The design was to 

| 





‘amounted to two hundred: 


i Lae 
iney overheard) 
J 


they heard the dis-) sir 
ivenge this inhuman massacre was. be- 


being destitute of ig 


fate. The 
‘guard, to puta stop to the depredations 


butcher all the males re seventy ‘hade 
lived in the valley, the number of whom 
but some of 
the detachments did not arrive in time to 


‘secure the passes, so that one hundred 


and sixty escaped. 

Campbell, having perpetrated this bru- 
tal massacre, ordered all the houses to 
be burned, made a prey of all the cattle 
and effects that were found in the valley, 
and left the helpless women and child- 
ren, whose fathers and husbands he had 
murdered, naked and forlorn, without 
covering, food, or shelter, in the midst of 
the snow, that covered the face of the 
whole country,at the distance of six long 


‘ales from any inhabited place.  Dis- 


tracted with grief and horror, surrounded 
with the shades of night, shivering with 


leold, and appalled with the apprehension 
of immediate death from the swords of 


crificed their friends and 
kinsmen, they could not endure sucha 
complication of calamities, but generally 
perished in the waste before they could 
‘eceive the least comfort or assistance. 
This barbarous massacre, perpetrated un- 
der the sanction of King William’s au- 
thority, though it answered the imnmedi- 
ite purpose of the government, by strik- 
ing terror into the hearts of the Jacobite 
liighlanders, excited the horror of all 
those who had not renounced every sen- 
timent of humanity, and produced such 
an aversion tothe yovernment, as all the 
-cis of ministers could never totally sur- 
nount.* 


The desire of the Highlanders to re- 


S eee re 
mose WHO nad s% 


‘inning toabate, when the arbitrary 
treatment of the Highland watch, (now 
the 42 d Highlenders) experienced from 


the ministers of George If, again brought 


his black page of British history to their 


recollection, and generated in their minds 
ia rooted hatred to all foreign dynasties. 


The watch was originally raised from the 


isons of gentlemen and substantial High- 


land farmers, sothat almost every family 
in the country was interested in their 
»y had been enlisted as a Jecal 


Hof the moss-troopers ; butthey suffered 
themselves to be decoyed to England, 
under false pretence; where they were 
disarmed, and ordered on foreign service. 
his being a direct infringement of their 


* Smollett’s 
viii. p. 437, 


Ilistory of England, vol. 








The Captive Maiden. 


141 


c NN = 
_ ————— a enn 








engagement, the Highlanders, to the lappearance of a wood-nymph, had discov- 
number of four hundred, put themselves jered her to the soldiers—for such they 
under the conduct of two brothers, 45neas were—a marauding party of Syrians, who 
and Andrew Macpherson, both non-com- junder cover of night, were seeking cap- 
missioned officers, and the sons of one of tives and plunder from amosg the tribes 
the principal gentlemen of their clan.—! of Israel. 
They then marched for Scotland. <A} “A prize! a prize!” exclaimed anoth- 
troop of horse was immediately dispatch- jer, as he sprang from his horse anc 
ed in pursuit of them, and they were in- |plunged into the depths of the grove in 
duced by the promise of a general par-|pursnit of the affrighted girl, who was 
don, to return to their colors. This prom-|now bounding homeward with the speed 
ise was, however, shamefully violated, /of the trembling roe. 
and the two brothers were tried for mu-| A shriek announced the success of the 
tiny, and shot. isoldier, and in a few moments he retnrn- 
led, bearing the sobbing girl in his reugis 
For the Ladies’ Pearl. jand steel-clad arms, 
THE CAPTIVE MAIDEN. | “sh fine present, captain, for our lordly 
general,” said the warrior, as he present- 


| 


— a 2 jed the trembling girl to the leader of the 

The descending sun had just hid his jtroop. 
burnished wings behind the towering) “Ay,” replied the captain, “the lady of 
mountains of Syria, and the evening | Naaman has long wished a Hebrew dam- 
zephyrs were sporting wantonly among |sel for a maid, and here is one of the fair- 
the balmy groves of Palestine, when, in- jest of the coy daughters of Shiloh. By 
vited by the stillness and beauty of the ‘the shrine of Rimmon, the gods favor our 
scencry, a “little Hebrew maid” uncon- enterprize. Mount, so ¢ ers, and by to- 
sciously wandered from the cottage of |morrow’s sun we wil return laden with 
her parents to the extremity of an exten- the plunder of these Jewish dogs.” 
ge and fol grees HES, SURE | Tho trop wae som in motion, and the 
diously carolled a hymn of praise to the [aute Shemvew tawe 00a Seer ee 
C : ey: — \willing captive to another fand. 

reator; and wrapped in wonder at the Zs ‘aes 
goodness of God to her nation, her mind Poor, injured girl! whose heart will 
wandered back to the glorious past. She Not heave a sigh over thy fate? ‘Torm 
thought of the venerable patriarchs, the [ike a young and delicate plant froin - 
fathers of her nation—of Moses, the im- "tive bed by the rude hand of violence, 
mortal deliverer and lawgiver of her peo- |W soon may grief, like a concealed 
ple—of the sweet minstrel, wkose harp |VOr™, destroy thy budding beauty, and 
strung to the softest notes of melody, us-|mke thee fade and die in the very 
ed to send its mournful airs across the |P!coming time of youth! Hard is thy 
holy city, and entrance the ravished list-/fate—to be snatched from the fond em- 
eners with delight—and of all her fond race of thy distracted mother, and from 
parents had taught her ot the glory of the much loved scenes of early childhood, 
Israel. So buried was she in these pleas-|t0,be doomed to spend the glory of thy 
ing meditations, that she noted not the|!ife in ignoble captivity, and to have thy 
flight of time ; and ere she was aware. |‘ragile forin exposed to unmerited hard- 
night had spread her sable pal] upon the ships and laborious tasks—to be compel- 
earth, and left its inhabitants in gloom|!e4, perhaps, to mingle in the hatred rites 
and darkness. Waking from her pleas-|°f peganisin, and to be forever deprived 
ing reverie, she was hurriedly returning |°t the well-remembered pleasure of list- 
home, when her attention was arrested ching to the soul-inspiring melody of the 
by the murmur of human voices and the/arps ©’ Judah, But weep not, young 
loud tramp of horses. Stepping to the*# ptive ; the eye of thy father’s God—the 
border of the grove which overlooked a | Alsi ghty Jehovah—is upon thee, and the 
spacious road, she paused to listen. strength of his infinite arm shall sustain 

The horsemen approached. “What)'!y weakness in the land of thy captivi- 
have we here ?” exclaimed the foremost.))'Y- 
as he reined his war sieed opposite to) The chief officer in the Syrian army, 
where the innocent girl was standing.||ind the greatest favorite of the reigning 
The virgin whiteness of her dress, which|| nonarch, was named Naaman. He was 
floated in the breeze and gave he man of invincible courage, and of great 
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repute through the Syrian pene 
had been victorious in many a bloody 

battle, and had subdued the mightiest! 
foes of his nation. He was a great man. 
Bat amid all his glorious success and 
clustering honors, there was one fatal 
circumstance, which, 
swept all pence from his bosom, and left 
him comfortless ¢ 
juxurtes, pleasures and flattery of a court. 
He was a leper—the victim of a foul and 
Joathsome disease ‘This blasted every 
thing; it embittered the present, and 
threw a deepening gloon: around the hor- 

zon of future life, for he was thought to, 
be incurable. ‘To the wife of this prince- 

ty conqueror the little Hebrew captive 
was presented, and she became a slave 


in the house of Naaman. 


Attachment and faithfulness to relig-! 
ious obligations are too often permitted! 


‘toe expire, when persons are broucht un-|| 
opposing influerce. | 


der a contrary and 
Many who are faithful to the ir principles! 


in the bright hours of sunshine, turn trat- ‘|the grasp of death. 


-tors in the hour of adversity; and many 
‘more are charmed into error by the sy- 
ren song cf expeciency. But neither ad- 
versity ner expediency could prevail up- 
nthe young captive to neglect, much 
less to renounce, the religion of her fi-|/* 
‘thers. Neither threats nor persuasions’ 
could prevail upon her to bow the knee 
to Baal, or offer prayer in an idol’s tem-| 
ple. But every day she knelt towards 
the hill of Zion, and offered her orisone' 
.to the true God. Nor were the songs of) 
Salem’s daughters forgotten; for often 
in strains, soft and mournful as the mel- 
ody of the expiling swan, would she sing) 
_ the sacred hymns taught her in happie r| 
days by her doting parents. This strik-| 
ing consistency of character in one so, 
young, attracted the notice and gained 
the confidence of her mistress, who soon! 
learned with pleasure and delight to list-| 
en to her young bondmaid’s enthusn istic | 
descriptions of the religion of her Jewish 
fathers, 

One day Naaman upon his retnrn from| 

the king’s honse, appeared unusually sad_| 

a lowering cloud sat upon his knitted 
ion and discontent frowned like a fiend) 
‘from every feature, 

“What ails my lord, that his brow is! 
dark and sad to-day ?” inquired his anx-| 
jous wife; “has aught happe ned at the! 
palace unfriendly to our peace ? 

“Nothing.” 


on 


14 


“Then why this gloom? hath Naaman 


‘go pleasure in. his wife 2” 


like a pestilence,| 


ind wretched amidst the!! 


‘tle went, 





Hell “Woman, to ieee loom, and manage thy 


‘maidens. I would be alone!” 

“Nay, my lord, [ would not leave thee. 
ifath Naaman sorrow, and can his wife 
be happy? No, my lord, thy gloom 
troubles me—I cannot go.” 

“Begone! I would be alone,’ 
the incensed and angry warrior. 

His wife turned away and wept. Tears 
ike dew-drops rolled cdewn her burning 
cheeks. Naaman looked up, and seeing 
her oy his heart melted, for he loved 
his we 

“Forgive this harshness,” said he, as 
he folded her to his heart, “my mind is 
troubled, or I had not spoken thus.” 

Smiling sweetly through her tears, his 
wife looked up beseechingly, and asked, 

“And will not Naaman unfold his 
troubles in my ear, or have I forfeited his 
confidence ?” 

The pacified soldier replied, 

“Have I not cause to be sad ? this ac- 
'cursed leprosy cleaves to my flesh Jike 
What avail my hon- 
my victories—my wealth, while this 


” replied 


ors 


foul disease gnaws like a viper on my 
and he groaned 
, “why is it thus?” 

replied his wife, 


9 
gods!” 


system !—O, ye 
deeply as he spoke 

“My honored lord,” 

grieve n0 more—your leprosy may be 
cured.” Naaman smiled incredulously 5 
she wenton. “To-day my Hebrew maid 
told me that lepers in Israel are often 
cleansed, and deploring your affliction, 
she said most feclingly, “Would to God 
my lord were with the prophet that is in 
Samaria: for he would recover him of his 
leprosy.” 

“But, said Naamun, doubtingly, 
‘maid is a mere child, and what c 
know 2?” 

“True, my lord. she is a child in age, 
but a sage in wisdom. Her piety to her 
cods, her understanding of her religion, 
and her devotion to me, though she is a 
slave, I have never seen equalled. Go, 
then, my husband, to the prophet of the 
Hebrews, and yours shall be healed. . 

Naaman siezed the idea with avidity 
ind eagerness with which the drowning 
wretch grasps after a floating straw, and 
resolved immediately to visit the prophet, 
and returned with a skin fair 
is the new-born child’s, The prophet of 
Jehovah had healed him, and in healing 
his body, h: id converted his noble mind 
from the errors of paganism to the knowl- 
edge and worship.of the true God. 

History does not inform us of the sub- 

ent fate.ofthe “little Hebrew -cap- 


“your 
can she 
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tive; but we may reasonably hope, that|igagements should be the same as yours, 
the generous and grateful Naaman set \and that various innocent amusements 
her at liberty, and restored her to her|should be provided for them in the family 
family. icircle— Young Lady’s friend. 

From this brief tale, let the cringing’! 
attendants in the motley train of expedi-!|| THe Brrriso Empire ix tue East 
ency learn to blush; and the honest,/{Nptes now includes one hundred mil 
bold, and unflinching adherents to prin- ions of people,and extgnds over 1,250,000 
ciple and duty, take co rage and perse-square miles, of all elimates, from the 
vere, knowing that duty’s path is the on- snow on the mountains of the Ghaut and 








lv honorable, safe, or useful one. | Himmelaya, to the burning sands of [Hin- 
—————_ ——— , —__|ostan, and embraces twelve hundred 
Che Biierary Gatberer imiles of the navigable rivers Indus, Jun- 





iga, Sutledge, Ganges, and Bramapootia, 
*J'm but a gatherer and disposer of other with large cities like Calcutta, Deihi, Be- 
men s stu. nares, Lucno, Poona, Madras and Boin- 








hit > 
? ) Oay. 
Oasein or Foouscar Parea.—it io}_———————_____—___— ————— 
well known that Charles 1. of England,) TZoitarial. 
granted numerous monopclies for the||—————— aM S93 
= “1: . | M 2STY The brightest gem that 
sapport of his government. Among oth-) -*OESTY- - ee a 


ers was the privilege of manufacturing Sparkles in the crown of an imperial prin- 
. my , a , a . ’ 3 , : : : 
paper. ‘he water inark of the finest sort cess, shines not with half the lustre of this 
‘rag - ve © yH< r i‘y ° } fy a : } 
was the royal aris of England. ‘Th isweet pearl. She, who would exchange 
consumption of this article was great at 
this time, and large fortunes were made ope er ee f 
by those who had purchased the exclu-|'€" with peerless splendor on the brow o 
sive nght to vend it. This, among other royalty, would be a loser by the bargain. 
inonopolies, Was set aside by the parlia-/lt is above all price. Its simple beauty 
meng 18 brought Charles to the scat-|jas no rival in all the tribes of fashion and 
ol « ( Vv Way f s oe v Bae -Oon-|! 
fold, and by way of show ing teir COD) ssiety that throng the halls of pleasure, nor 
tempt for the king, they ordered the roy-) : 
al arms to be taken from the paper, anda 
fool, with his cap and bells, to be substi-/#Ts, win such conquests as she, whose or~ 
tuted. It is now more thar au hundred iaments are modesty and meekness. 
aud seventy-five years since the fool’s cap| Modesty bas a moral charm that throws 
and bells were taken from the paper, but! , 
still, paper of the size which the Rump) ay? . 
A, ay Peg ee ee ONSEN admiration and respect from the virtuous 
Parliament ordered for their journals,| nae we a 
bears the name of the water mark then/®™4d the dissolute : the former will esteem 


it fur the most valuable diamonds that glis- 


ean the polished bel/e, with all her studied 


pell around its possessor, and compels 


| 5 
ordered as an in“ignity to Charles. jand love, the latter, self condemned, will 
—— Neither flee her train or assume the garb of 
zene re Sern Lapies.—Brothers) yurity, for in his own unholy manner be 
will generaily De strongly opposed! i . og: . 
‘a - 3 m found strongly opposed dures not remain within the glances ef 
to the slightest indecorum in sisters iH, 
und those who are ready enough to take!/"®T 7° 
advantage of freedoin of manners in other} [it is a gratifying fact, that the Omnipe- 
girls, have a very strict notion, with re-jtent, with his accustomed beneficence, has 
gard to their own sisters, Their inter|ipnlaced this ornament where all may pro- 
. se ow ‘ a Po , > hlac ¢t j ° . ° 
courée ith al] sorts of MED €NAvICS We) oure it, while the rubies and diamonds of 
tu judge of the construction pul upon cer- 


| 
tain actions and modes of dress and)‘ 
speech, much better than wouen can ;|'#ees of earth and ocean, and can be ob- 
und you would do well to take their ad-|taimed only by a wealthy few. But med- 
vice on all such poinis. lesty lies in the human breast; it is givem 
‘ . } ” 
So many teinptations beset young men. 
of which young women know nothing.) : : 
that it is of the utinost importance that|*” Sant gO: pees apc. ee OS ee 
vour brothers’ eveniugs should be happi- | ede walls of a log cabin or forest hut, may 


"i 


ly passed at home, that their friends, have the highest charm that can adorn her 
should be your friends, that their en- 


fushion lie buried deep beneath the sur- 


to all that will consent to accept the boon, 








Here she las equal privile. > with 














Editorial. 











her royal sister who wields the sceptre oi//iuman mind is capable of such low de- 
. Pp 

the British empire. liscents even in its best estate; but let us 
But Modesty is a delicate and sensitive! draw the veil, and take leave of folly in 

friend. An improper word, look, or ac-)the robe of genius, consoling ourselves with 

tion, and, like the fabled house of Aladdin,|\the poet's lament of 

she disappears. Once gone, shie is difficult) “ Alas, poor human nature. ' 





: { 
of persuasion to return. Ifler absence may) 


‘| To Conrresronpents. “CC. T. C.” is 
ing short of long, deep and practical con- very acceptable. “D.’s"’ remaining essay 


be mourned, and truly mourned, but noth 


- ¢ . = . fi . ~ ° 
trition induces her to revisit her formerishall appear in our next. “Envy” shall 
habitation: not that she is wilful or obsti-|ipave a place hereafter. 





- . . . . | 
pate, but she instinctively shrinks from)! 
impurity. ‘Therefore, let those who pos-| Tur Morurr’s Macazine. Thisisan 


255 ) . rf} , tiv > > ‘he s}yj i > . 
sess her carefully cultivate her frie ndshipy .xcellent cettiitue mentees. de tecendect- 


. ¥ seek 2 7] oy] t! ’  ® re 
and those who do not, seek her with alliog wig great spirit, talent and piety. — 


cass ‘ i | 
the as yO ring perseverance. {| . 
ve assiduity of untiring perseveranc Every mother, who wishes real assistance 


ie ° ° ° 
jin her highly responsible task of rearing 


Poury or G ENIUS. W here God bestows he infant soul fur heaven, should take it. 
alent in profusion, there is frequently ! Published at New York city, monthly, at 
sad amount of folly in the life of its POs) gy perannum. E.A.Rice & Co., agents. 
sessor. Like rank soils, while its fruit is] x" 
larger and fairer than in surrounding fields) Tur Onive Braxcu. This isareekly, 
its weeds are also gigantic ; hence the PFOV-l devoted to literature, religion, and opposi- 
erb, “ When great men err, they err greats vion to the Methodist Episcopal Church.— 
ly.” An illustration of this truth may be} Aside from its latter peculiarity, it is well 
found in the mad ardor with which some! : 
rare scholars have pursued their research- ); lilliputian assaults on that pious and 


conducted. We advise the editor to cease 


es m whet are ’ ery properly called ap jrespectable body, and, then, his paper with 
tt six follies of science,” to wit: the multi-jitg beautiful head, splendid type and sal- 
plication of the cube: the quadrature °' magundian variety, will be worthy of ex- 
the circle; perpetual motion; the philoso-| ive patronage. Published in Boston, 
pher’s stone ; magic ; and judicial astrology ‘at $2 per annum. 


The foolish questions, too, that agitated 





| 

s 
equally to the point. Will it be believed) 
that the greatest minds in the world were! 


! 
| 
| Tur Literary Messexerr.—This is 


the “ scholasiics” of the middle ages, are) 


the name of a new and beautiful paper is- 


: ' ; sued in quarto form, monthly, at Pittsburg, 
then seriously engaged in grave dispute), "4 : 
49 , _ iPenn. 50 cts. per annum. Its contents, 

upon such questions as the following: Do) ,. aarhagey: f 
which are all original, are grave, interest- 

angels pass from one extreme to anothei/i. 
fd : : . jing and valuable. It will please and ben- 
without passing through the intervening) n 
‘ : “lefit. We wish abundant success to the 
xpace? Hlow many angels cin dance on! 
; || Messenger. 


the point of a very fine needle without 
; 
| 





} ine >: thar ? abetract ® = i. 
jostling one another? Is not the abstract! Eyrara.—Previons to the article, headed 


idea we form of a horse as really a being) Lines,” on page 125, the department en- 
as the horse itself? Whena hog iscarried, titled “The Young Lady” should have 
i been inserted.—On page 128, Ist column, 
(20th line from top, for “usual,’’ rend wn- 
is held at the other end by a man, is the} usual.—129th page, 2d column, 26th line 
dog or the man carried to market by the! from top, for “the wedding,” read her wed- 

ding.—Same page, same column, 4th line 
| from bottom, for “picture,”’ read patience. 
139th page, Ist column, 15th line from 
e) top, for “infamy,” read infancy. 


| 
| 
{ 
! 
to market with a rope about its neck, which 


rope ? 
The reader smiles, and well he may 
still the thought is humiliating, that th 
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